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THE NEW SPEAKER. 


“ Although pressure of business prevented Poor Pa from accepting the Speakership of thegHouse of Co:nmons, a@ very satisfactory substilute has been discovered 
in the person of Mr. Gully. For some time past now, Papa has been busy instructing the latter gentleman in the mysteries of the procedure of the Speakership. 
It is to be hoped that Dad’s coaching will have no detrimental effect on Mr. Gully’ 3 future conduct. Iam rather afraid, thouyh, that Papa made a little mistake 
in introducing Iky 'y Moses into the sacred chamber. The House of Commons is hardly the place in which card-playing should be indulged in.”’—Tootste. 


HE FELT NO DISMAY. MISS BLISS'S INTENDED. 


IN the antumn of 1757, aie Bliss, of Lincoln's Inn Fielda, 
advertised for a clerk, and took into his employment a good- 
looking young fellow of twenty-six, named Richard William 
Vaughan. The clerk gave every satisfaction in the office, 
and made himself vast v agreeable to Mr. Blise's wife and 
ward, with whom he frequently dined. 

Some inquiry into his past showed that Vaughan had run 
into debt at college, and on leaving there had failed in trade 
at Stafford and had been made bankr upt: but his conduct 
now was irreproachable, and with Mr. Bliss’s consent. he 
became engaged to Miss Bliss, on the condition he could 
miuke it aunty nt that he could maintain her, The marriage 
was to take plice on Easter Monday, 1758, and, meanwhile, 
he left Mr. Bliss’s service to push his fortune, But months 
passed, and as yet he had not even obtained his bankrupt's 
certificate, and Mr, Bliss began to grow impatient, and the 
young Indy tu lose contidence in him. 

Three weeks, however, before the a ypointer al day, Vaughan 
arrived in high spirits saving that thee ‘rtilicate would be 
reuly ina day or two, and that his mother was going to re- 
instate him in. business with a thousand pounds, five 
hundred of which was to be settled on Miss Bliss for her 
separate use. and he handed her inadvance two hundred and 


ove Vwanhl wel ty daughter? Young man, do “Heavens! what fri-chtful evidence is he about to © There, yonng man, this ix my danghter’s boot ! and forty pound i Haun: polit ia i N 
this mie the terrible, the painful, the awful trath ? Produce? Can some yhastly crime have been cum- her footp——"" “*Enouch, sir!) Tam in no way dis- The young lady was delighted, and wished to tell, Mrs, 
——ay, you shall see with your own eyes.” —_mittud in the past, some horrible—" mayed. /—/—was bred in Finsbury Dark £" Bliss the good news, But Vaughan opposed this, The fact 


sa 


t, and he seiled the notes 


t rofound secre! 
Sask wt present bat ; her swear that she would 


up ina parcel with his own seal, making 
not open it until after their marriage. 5 

Some days Inter Mr. Bliss overheard a whi ‘ 
Hetween the young couple in whieh he secmed to be urging thot 
something should be returned to him, nd next day he questioned 
Vaughan, who explained what had occurred, and said that it was 
not proper for peuple to know that he had so much money until 
his certificate was signed, and that as lately Bliss had seemed to 
doubt his sincerity he had given the notes to the younz lady us 
proof of his affection and trath, Vaughan was again very trent 
inasking for the return of the packet, but Mr. Bliss refused to 
intluence his ward, and next day the packet being opened, it was 
discovered that the notes were forgeries, | ’ ; 

Vaughan’s past career was now strictly inquired inte, and it was 
found that in his native place be bore a very bad charieter, aml 
the intention of his mother to assist him was au entire fabrication, 
Meanwhile, the bank authorities had Vaughan arrested, When he 
was tuken he thrust a piece of paper into his mouth and began to 
chew it. It was, however, taken from him, and proved to be a 
forged note. Fourteen others were found on his person, and 
twenty more at his lodgings. ; 

This was the first bank forgery committed, and was executed in 
a very bungling fashion, He employed a couple of engravers, but 
give no instructions as to the style of lettering to be used, When 
the first printer had done his share of the work, he folded the 
notes go that the words engraved could not be seen by the next 
wreon employed, and he never allowed them to zo out of iis 
ands, One remarkable blunder was that in the words, * Fur the 
Grerernor and Company of the Bank of England,” the last word 
was spelt Baglad. 

This new crime was thought to be too dangerous not to be 
marked with the severest penalties, and Vaughan was therefore 
hanged at Tyburn the 1th of May, 1758, having passed the day 
fixed for his wedding in the condenined cell. 

(Newt week, * The Stroller.”) 
— 


BAK GARDNING. 
(Hy speshle whyre.) 

Me and billium the blud stone av ada fue wards with the gal 
nex dore who ad the cheak too chuck over inter ower garding 
alonger the brickbatts nn hoister shels a beestly old tea kettel wot 
neve come {from ower side an itt itt billum on the ed an raise a 

DU) i Ls 

1 iy ad to tel er she ixs no ladi. 

(New weak a ot time mai be expeck.) 


— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


~~ 

° 6° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should incloxe a atam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


xpered conversation 


died beyond us, A. H. Revver. Very much obliged. ¥.G. Se 
subscription rates, PANILLY. That's the dialect, 8. KB. Hardly 
Jeasihle, SUBURBAN, Very nice although it sounds, Scarcely to hia 
eredit, WILKIE, Such a thing as that redounds, 
Dramatic; Youare making some mistake. Try another, ARTHUR 
Kuwon ; That will never take the cake. Haven't got the space at 
present, Smother time we may, A Bard.  Jhy has, AX OLD 
SURSCRIBER, Alorays been a knowing card? Not for yare, A 
GERMAN READER; You consult the file and sce, Pvesibly you 
might, PELPLEXUS ; Zio is more the likely fee. 
— Se 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
the Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


hurwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZ1Et., 
“Tuk SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, F.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kioxques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
spreial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug DE La BANQue. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. — 


£150 


Will he paid to the next-at-kin of set Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha, age to meet 
with hiaov her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED «« copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howmay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY" is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 
Friend, 1s it true that the Stowberry Free Library has refused 
your last book, old man? 
Author. Quite ; the president is a pal of mine, you know. 
friend, But I don't quite understand, if— 
Author, Oh, it’s plain. though, The Library refuses to take my 
book, everybody in the town thinks there's something improper in 
it; rushes off to order it, and helps to sell out the edition. Twig? 


s 
Counsel, And do I understand you to say you were an eye- 
witness of the robbery 
Mr, Hodges. Nigh witness? In course I was, Why I worn't 
mor'n five yards away when the prisoner snatched the ticker. 


s 
THF boy stood by the burning wreck, 
Till the other boys had fled ; 
And then he * bowed his glossy neck,” 
He bent his curly head. 
And soon (with no paternal check 
His sinful joy to mar) 
He suavely smoked that burning wreck— 
Of a City Dude's cigar! 


Overheard in Train, 

Affable Stranger, You gentiomen are speaking about the expense 
of furnishing. Now, my drawing-room is furnished as well as any. 
one’s in the profession, and yet | have only three chairs, with oil- 
cloth on the t.oor and no pictures or useless Iricen-brac, 

The Others in Chorus. What is your profession, sir? 

Affable Stranger, A dentist, gentlemen, And the room I was 

ing of is my tooth-drawing, room. 


She. You don't mean to tell me that man isa cclebrity ? 

Fle. 1 didu't say £0. 

She. But you told me hia name was a household word. 

Ae. 8o it is—it’s Broom, you know ; that’s a household word, 


[And we don't wonder that she wouldn't sveak to him 
for the rest uf the evening, 


Not at 9, | 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 575,—The “ Mav Dav Milkmaid" Costume. 


fans 4 
Et ave 


| | BOTTLE 


— 
“I wish you wonld pay a 
little attention to what | my." = Two eminent individuals who protest most 
“So Ido. As little as possivle.” emphatically against Local Veto. 


Unele. Do you ever read the newspa 
The New Roy. Rayther. You bet! 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 55.—Robert Porter. 


a fy 


per, Tommy ? 
T'm dead nuts on spicy divorce cases! 


This is Congh-lrop Cottage. 
Turn it upside down and you will 
see all that remains of the last 
tenant. 


(Saturday, May 4, 1895, 


*Arry. Wot cheer, Bill! 

Bill. I'm goin’ darn to the Cahrt to get © summons azin the 
missia, she's got my new kicksies and won't give ‘em up, so L'n: a 
souls to pally ang make ae: null a 

‘Arry. Tshudn't gow to lor, Bill—'tain’t no good. Why down't 
Fer give her a thunderin’ good hidin’, it'll do you more good, anid 
twou't corst near so much, oe 

s 


First Diamond, I've got the finest dog in the world. 
Second Diamond, Vi lay you a £1000 to £50 that I'll find a hare 
that your dog won't kill. ‘ 
Firat Diamond, Done. (Sotto voce to friend.) Vil have wire 
netting put all round the ground so that the hare can't get away, 
cond Diamond (whispering to friend), VW have him, Bill, for 
1'1l produce a dead hare, and no dog in the world can kill that, 


s 
DEFENDANT'S witness proved most dense 
And, since his answers lacked good sense, 
Defendant's counsel took offence, 
And howled with irritation. 
But witness then caused ! 8 of glee-- 
“ You're on defendant's side,” quoth he, 
“So you're wrong, I think, in subjecting me 
‘0. a CROSS examination 1” 


s 
roung Simpson (trying to pump his girl's little brother). 1 sav 
Tommy. do you happen to teow whether your father Shine to 
me visiting your sister ? 
jeune. an't say, l'm sure; but I heard dad tell Ethel that 
with all her experience she ought to have been able to hook a flat 
like you long before this. *.° 


First Man, Is Strutley still as sta 
Second Man, Hardly, I think. 
banner in the last piece. 
first Man, Ah, then 1 don't wonder his interest is commencin:z 
to flag. ee : 
s 


-struck ae ever, 
ou see, he’s only carrying a 


“THOose who habitually look upon the wine when it is red are 
apt to look subsequently upon the eye when it is black, the nose 
when it is blue, the tongue when it is white, and tho face when it 
is yellow."—From A, SLOPER's “ Reflections” after the Laster 
Festivities, ee 

s 


At Mrs. Leo's “At Home.” 
Suecessful Dramatist, Can you write after a good dinner? 
Unsuccessful Poet, I—1—1 forget. 


Magistrate, What is your occupation, prisoner? What do you 
do for a living? i 
Prisoner, Oh, I'm engaged in antiquarian research. 
Magistrate, Indecd! What particular branch ? 
Prisoner, Oh—er—well, of course, if you must have it, the rag 
and bone line. oe 
s 
Cynicus, Yes, V've looked it through, and I must confess that 
there are some points in your poem equal to anything of the kind 
in Byron, 
Poet. = very pleased to hear you say that. May I ask which 
hey are! 
Cynicus, The full-points, my boy—the full-points. 


2 
No doubt the Virile Girl will soon 
Be seated in St. Stephen's ; 

But, even when she gets that boon, 
She still will nurse a grievance. 
Whatever heights of manhood she 

May stoutly strive to reach 
Her first harangue as a bold M.P. 
Will still be a “maiden speech” { 


s 
After Johnny's first visit to Church. 

Mamma, Well, Johnny, and what did the parson say? 

Johnny, He say “Oh, Dod!” jest like dada, when um bweckfast 
ain't weady, es 
s 

Rich Old Aunt, Well, Johnny, how are you getting on at school ’ 

Tirelce- Year-Old Nephew (brusquely). Capital, thanks ; Tcan 
lick all the boys in my class, 

Rich Old Aunt, Oh, that is clever of you, but you shouldu't say 
“lick,” Johnoy, it’s vulgar. You mean that your educational 
attainments are superior. 

Tirelve- Year-Old Nephew, Not a bit of it, aunt ; you've got hold 
of the wrong end of the stick. It ain’t learnin’ J can dick ‘em it, 
but fightin'—regular wipe the playground with ‘em, | can. 


s 

Even during the delirious ecstasy of the honesmoon there sre 
some women who do not lose their calm punerens aud xelf-con- 
trol. “Sweetest darling,” murmured the young bridegroom, 
“what would 00 do if 00 lost oose poor hubby—if he died and left 
oo all alone?” “I haven't thought of it, dearest,” replied the 
young and ingenuous bride; “but J think 1 should wear black 
cashmere. 1 can't bear crape— besides, it doesn't suit me a bit. 


Disgusted Artist (gazing at hte rejected picture just hack from 
sll nradel dt Hang me, if I ever try to give ‘em anything good 
again. I shall just upset a paint pot over a canvas and call it an 
Impressionist Study. oe 

s 


Mrs. Minister, Well, dear, did you call upon the miserable old 
mieer, and did you see him? . 

Mr, Minister. Oh, yes, and had quite a long talk. I tried to 
persuade him how much better it would be if he would lay up his 
treasures in Heaven, but I fear it was all in vain. 

Mre. Minister. The wretch! P’r’aps he knows he'd never see 
them again if he did, and so he'd rather invest in the other direc- 

ion. ee 
s 


My mother gave advice to me 
With earnestness devout. 

“If eer you sin, be sure,” said she, 
“ Your sin will find you out!” 


Ilcr words have not come true as yet, 
Kor my sin is—owing my tailor's debt ; 
Aud still his claims I tlout. 
Sut I would not tell you, for a sov., 
How deuced oft the victim of 
My sin has found me OUT! 


First Old Gentleman, Yes, sir, one of the earliest lessons taught 
me by my father was never to promise what I couldn't perform. 

Second Old Gentleman, Ah, very right, very right; and have 
you acted on that wholesome principle through life. 

First Old. Gentleman (rrproachtuily), Really now, how could 
you expect it; don’t you kuow D’ve represented my constituency 
for over twenty years? ee 

« 


Ettie, My “future” isa man of a thousand, 
Connic, Just so, dear; but I'm luckier still. 
thousands, and all in hard cash, too. 


Mine's a man of 


READ THE NEW TALE OF LIFE IN LONDON. 
WARHAWKS; 
The Mysteries of the City: 
WOxAN AND BER MASTER. 
Apyearing Weekly in 


LARK SS! 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY 


Saturday, May 4 1896.J 
TOOTSIE AND THE ARTIST’S MODEL. 


—<—— 


“LT pox’? think much of art critics.” wrote, long ago, a lady 
model, “and } don't fancy the artists themselves do; but, of 


Adele: Miss M. TEMVEST. Rudolph Llair: HAYDEN COFFIN. 
sourse, a good puff often sells a picture, and people must have 
imones. This Be be a sordid view, 1 know; but if you'd been a 
model on eighteen pert an hour, and as hard up as I have been, 
you'd take a sordid view too. Yet it isn’t only money that one 
wants. | want someone to admire me and care for me for my own 
sike, and not for the sake of art. I hate art for that reason. [ 
am admired in such a position with my hair arranged in such a 
fashion; but, after all, Pim very little better off thana ly figure 
with its crooked fingers, Worse, indeed, in some respects ; for it 
can't feel as Tean, But someday HE may come, and then Liced sit to 
nobody else; for he will Sarg ~y portrait faithfully painted by 
Love in his inmost heart.” Allright. Let's hope this may come off. 

With such 2 splendid cast as that of the “comedy with music ” 
at Daly's Theatre, it is no wonder that 9 brilliant success has been 
achieved, and that in spite of the crowded houses of the past the 
ery is “Still they come, F 

There is a story to Mr. Owen Hall's piece which is decidedly 
amusing, snd with the music, acting, and smurt frocks there is no 
possibility of finding fault, and the 
secnery is most elaborate. The first act 
shows us a Parisian artist’s studio of 
«rand proportions, the sight of which 
makes one right off long to take to 
urt asa profession, particularly as there 
does not appear to be over-much 
hard work attached to it and very 
becoming clothes to wear. | The walls 
are adorned by sketches “from the 
life.” and) before a muaronc-coloured 
curtiin poses lovely model. 

The scene of the second act, a ball- 
room, is a marvellous piece of work, 
over which, I believe, a very large 
sum of muney has been expended. 
This is not, as ct de be supposed, 
nu painted scene. Those worthy souls 
who look upon everything connected 
with the stage, from the virtue of 
the chorister 1aiden to the canvas- 
backed landscape as a hollow sham, 
would be rather surprised to hear that 
the ceiling to this ball-room is one of 
plaster, custing ever so many hundred 
pounds, and lowered and raised by 
pulleys every evening, and that the 
tloor is not painted oil-cloth, but inlaid 
wood, like a real expensive real-life 
ball-room nobles and noblesses dance 
upon. The oniy scenic artist’s work 
about it ix the beautiful conservatory, 
which is from the clever brush of Mr, Banks, and in his best style. 

Daisy Vane (Miss Letty Lind) is an impulsive school-girl, and 
for fun dresses herself in boy's clothes, and makes her escape 
from the select establishment for young ladies at which she is 
learning the use of the globes, blackboard, »nd whatever other 
accomplishments nowadays are to be learnt in such places, There is 
ne not far from poor Pa’s residence, on the garden wall of which 
broken glass is ingeniously planted in mortar. But this by the way. 

Having excnped from the persecutions of some rude boys she 
~rks refuge in the studio above mentioned. But presently an 
awful thing happens. The students suppesing her to be a boy, try 
eee 0 pose for the nude, on which there is nothing for it 

yning up. 

Meanwhile Daisy's guardian has come to Paris to take his ward 
back to England, The schoolmistress is in despair at the absence 
of her pupil, but fortunately in the nick of time finds her at the 
studio, and they change clothes, In the ball-room, in the second 
act, we tind all the principal characters re-assembled at the house 
of Daisy's guardian, 
and after a lot of 
love-muking, sing- 
ing and dancing 
the piece reaches a 
sitisfactory con- 
clusion amidst 
l.beral i periae 

Miss Marie Tem- 
pest shows to grent 
advantage, and 
sings charmingly. 
Miss Letty Lind in 
Le A clothes — ix 
delightful, and her 
songs and dances 
fe splendidly. Mr. 

ayden Coftin, ss a 
romantic lover, has, 
perhaps, the best 
nut that has ever 

n wilotted to 
him, and sings with 
great = tenderness 
and force. Miss 
Lottie Venne,as the 
schoolmistress, has 
some songs that 
she gives with great 
expression snd 
that catch on. Miss 
Hetty Hamer, Mr. 
E. M. Robson, 
and Mr. Maurice 


WV 
Daisy Vane: Miss LETTY LIND. 


Geraldine: 


Miss Hetry HAMER, 


Cap 
Mat Me ie 1USUN, 


' Has ure all at their best, and Mr. Blakeley is funnier than ever, 
i 


x such n large cast I cannot siy more than that the 
+. singing, and dancing of all is all that can be desired, and 
*t you ull, my deara, to go and judge for yourselves, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER’S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
8 SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
P2ACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
wud will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
rag all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness Bherttas 
Ht ib it a Gsices Ba Bo 

5 y, ur’ npleasant i 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Cohen ete, es 


“NOT HAD ANOTHER ATTACK.” 


—_—_e——_———. 


15 West Brunswick Street, 
Salford, Manchester, 
January 87th, 1895, 


DEAR Sins,— Many thanks for Svopur’s PILis; they 

‘are indeed wonderful. I suffered from Headache and 

Indigestion, hut since taking your medicine have not had 

another attack. J have recommended them to many 
of my friends, and shall continue doing so, 


Lam, yours truly, 
ALFRED ROWLAND. 


Messrs, G URpEN g Co, 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PILLS 


IF HE DOKS NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 93° IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN & Co., 
889 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


THE LATE GORDON FRASER. 


WE have tothnnk many of our reatlers, whose letters have, or 
course, been privately acknowledged, for their kindly response to 
our appeal on behalf of the widow and children of our lamented 
artist, At the same time, however, we feel that there are many 
more who would like tu contribute, and it is for that reason that 
we are keeping the fund open for a few weeks longer. This isa 
case where every shilling we can collect is earnestly needed, it 
would be false delicacy to say otherwise; for poor Fraser had 
many calls upon his pocket, and his sudden death has left his wife 
and children almost penniless, Quite apart from the charitable 
aspect of the case, remember you will obtain splendid value for 
your half-sovereigns, for that is the sum at which we are selling 
the original drawings contributed by Fraser to the “ HALF. 


Hourpay.” Each picture, then, will not only be a genuine speci- 
men of humorous art, but a lasting and substantial receipt fura 
kindly and charitable deed. 
SS 
WEDDED BLISS, 
It had been a brilliant wedding, notwithstanding the fact that 


everybody ssid that the rising young poet-of the lmer's Green 
Puleeriser had “married beneath him"—not so much, perhaps, 
from a social or financial, ax frona mental point of view. For 
there was no poetry about the “people” of his blushing soung 
bride, though they stood very well amougst the tradespeople 
and kept two servants and a boy for the “knives, boots and 
winders.” 

And as the happy pair came out of the church, and Alonzo stood 
there, smiling and bowing ina sickly kind of way, the while: the 
kind neighbours who loved a bit of sport deluged him in a shower 
of cheap rice—rice that went down his collar-band, lodged beneath 
his vest and filled up the legs of his merino pants—and the bells 
were set ringing, and people who had brought old bvots steadied 
themselves so that their aim should be good enough to land him 
on the boko first time—oh ! it all seemed so lovely, so happy, so 
charming ! 

At last, reaching the paternal villa, where the servants, red in 
the face and expectant of tips, 8 round the gorgeously-laid 
tables, Alonzo proudly grasped the fat-gloved paw of his father-in- 
law and, in a heart-prompted speech that was nothing less than a 
sonnet, exclaimed : 2 

“Mr. Oglemunkit, sir, I feel the happiest man alive—I do, 
indeed. And what is more, sir, dear as your daughter is to me at 
this moment, | feel that she is destined to become far dearer still.” 

“Rather, my boy, rather!” responded old Mr. Oglémunkit, 
with great vehemence, * you only wait till her cheap trousseau is 
wore out!" 

And a shadow—the first of the lLoneymoon—passed ncroas the 
poet's face as he turned away to a side-table to fortify himself with 
a gin and bitters. 


RESENTING AN INSULT. 


WHEN the O'Flaherty was released from jail, a deputation of 
his fellow-townsmen met him und escorted him back to a real 
good dinner, with pea of hot punch, When the speechifying 
commenced, Patrick O’Counor, the chairman, rose to propose the 
O’Flaherty’s health, and afters judicious condemnation of the 
blathering Saxons who first invented prisonsanda choiceand flowery 
panegyric on the guest of the evening, he wound up by hoping that 
all his future troubles might be little ones. Unfortunately, Mra. 
O'Flaherty misunderstood the allusion, and rising—with assistance 
—to her feet, she exclaimed, “Arrah! and what do you mane, 
thin?) Shure, and my little ones—and I'm the mother of farteen, 
are 43 little throuble as anyone else's, more especially yer own, ye 
rea-hvaded, cross-eyed, ugly, black-hearted thraitor! ‘Take that 
thin! and doun’t talk aginst an honest woman’s little ones agin,” 
and ns she spoke she threw an empty punch bowl at him, and then 
the fun commenced ; and those that survived declared that they 
hadn't enjoyed themselves so much since the good ould Land 


League days. 
ce 


yes 


139 
OPHELIA’S FAILING. 


pa 
OF course it has been thrown in my face that J engaged her, 


biped to be expected. There is nothing so unsuccessful as 


But Ps —T 
eleven different girls 
m nine months! 


i 

Why, the place was 
degenerating into a 
mere “ house of call” 
for domestics—a sort 
of slaveys’ temporary 
“retreat.” Naturally, 
I remonstrated ; and 
Bertha (my wife), 
with the nearest 
approach to sarcasin 
she wax capable of, 
said: “You had 
better see the next 
one yourself. No 
doubt your know- 
ledge of girls is much 
more extensive than 
mine!” So, being 
alone in the house 
when Ophelia Stubbs 
called, red-hot from 
the local registry 
oftice, 1 interviewed 

er, 

She was n_fine, 
massive girl; a 

ealthy sample of 
raw material from the 
shires, with the scent 
of the farmyard yet 
lingering about her, 
and she said she was not the least bit in the world afraid of work ! 
, Struck by this remarkable admission, I gave utterance to a small 
joke, at which a broad and appreciative grin overspread her 
capacious face, That sealed the contract, As a rule my small 
Jokes are shamefully overlooked, Bertha herself being a notable 
offender in this epee therefore I argued, a girl who can fear- 
lessly look work in the face, and coueecnts a witticism, contains 
He oom — [graisece een el ay on the spot i engaged 

efficien’ neral,” at a stipend of £16 per annum, 

addition to bed, oan washing and osha alt < 

And even Bertha adinitted that we had secured a treasure at last, 
Work! The girl was a scorcher! She went at it from daylight to 
dark with an energy and briskness that would have shamed an 
industrious, prize-medal bee or record-breaking ant. 

But the most remarkable thing nbout her (and which began to 
he specially noticeable at the end of her first week) was her 
astounding assurance. It was perfectly amazing. She had 
absolutely no ides 
of socinl standing 
bel saiadty cage 

ing nati y. 
and myself endoded 
with rather more 
than the average 
share of masculine 
diffidence, might 


Au appreciative grin, 


course than check 
the growing current 
of her familiarity. 
It overwhelmed us, 

She would, after 
bringing in the 
breakfast-tray, 
stand and converse 
with an easy assur. 
rs oe <- mad. 
dening in its very 
simplicity. She 
would pause in the 
very midst of her 
step-cleaning to 
summon ha to 
the door in order to 
point out anything 
that attracted her 
attention in the 
street, or draw 
oe attention to the 
personal peculiarity of a passer-by. Myself she seemed to regard 
us the very quintessence of humour, for, at my slightest remark, she 
would be bathed in grins. “Lor! ain't marster a rum ‘un!” was 
coh invariable comment, which, though appreciative, was discon- 
certing. 

Once, having kissed Bertha preparatory to going out—mv then 
usual custom—l1 overheard her say, “You do seem to relish it, 
mum. Lor! what a treat it must be to ’ave a ‘usband!” 

Aud she wouldn't go!| When Bertha, with tears, exclaimed, 
“John! I can aot stand it; this girl is killing me! you must get 
rid of her!" she placidly, yet firmly, refused. “This place suits 
me, an’ ‘ere I stops,” was her reply. 

But the back-breaking straw was Flinker. 
Flinker’s acquaintance ; I was anxious to make a good impression 
on him, he is related to the aristocracy—his uncle is the 
nephew of the third son of a baronet’s aunt. So I invited 


Flinker to dinner. 
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“ You do seem te relish it, mum.” 
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I was proud of 


and dined him well, 
Leones I say it my- 


self. 

While tea was be- 
ing served in the 
little drawing-room, 
F linker must needs 
tell usa funny story. 
Just as he reached 
the climnax, Ophelia, 
who was hanging 
about with the tea 
tray, burst into a 
tremendous laugh. 


1 


ay? 
fOr 


und with her mighty 
hand = smote — him 
fairly on the back, 
shrieking, “ He, he, © 
he, he! Bless’d 
i€ ever I ‘eard any- iN 
think like it! What {| { 
w kidder you are! '\ 
Ha, ha, ha, ha!" \ } 

To describe Flink- ‘ /; 
er's amazement, dis- \ i 
gust utd rage, isim-  * 
possible. How he 
quitted us 1 know Sinote him fairiy on the baci. 
not, forthe frightful 
hour that followed is well-nigi a blank. But I have a distinct 
recollection of arming myself with wy revolverand two poker, and 
of tlinging three months’ wages at the head of the guileless Ophelia, 
and giving her seven minutes wherein to pack up and clear out, 
And she went. 


140 


“T thay, TM buy your abl ‘at— 
Tu knock you down for twopence,” 
hivier bid.” 


6° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been tnseried. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


No, 389,—M1ss EDITH CLEVERLY. 


“ The boards can boast no fairer, sweeter mai.” 
— The Dook Snook, 
“Rack not with fear and hope this poor, fond heart.” 
pia a —Lord Rub, 
“ Her smile, her lightest look, has power to charm.” 
1 < = —The Hon, Lilly. 


“Confound your impnudence t 
“Vait, vait, my deur, for a 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Charmer. T don't like to be thought vain enough to 
Jruint my face, 

Kirwe. 1 wish, my dear, you woubl not be as vain as 
you are thuagh> 


“ Now, Brown,ean you tell me the cause, if [stood on 
my heal, why the blood should rusia inte it?" “A sure 
sign it's empty, wy boy.” 


[Saturday, May 4, 1995, 


“Jolin will not consent to ma living 
with us when we are marricd, dear, 
The only thing left to me, therefor, 1 
to work up for another breach ot 
promise.” — Ertract from Letter o/ 
Yuuny Lady. g 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—GENERAL SIR ROBERT LOW, K.C.p. 


By the time this interview appears before the warkl, i+. the readers of the “TT.-T1..” 
A. SLorrte has no hesitation iu declaring that Ura Khan will be grovelling at the 
conqueror's feet, and the proud flag of Albion will be floating on Chitral’s rocky 
heights, thanks to General Sir Robert Low and Colonel Alexander Sloper, Shoe Lane 
Volunteers, for the latter gallant officer is just off to the Seat of War, Further 
communications will be by telegraph, + «+ - To the Sub-Asistant-Deputy 
Treasurer-in-Chief, * HALF-HOLIDAY™ Office, Shoe Lane—BomBay, Safe eo far— 
fonud T forgot my puree—forwant weekly takings up to date to Mrs, Sloper, who 
will remit to me.—SIMLA. Money mizcarriel—send all you have to Mra, 8, she will 
seml it on.—Sapo, Found I left my sword behind—had to buy another. Swords 
very dear at Sado—completely drained me. Borrow as much as you can and send 
with scrapings of till to Mrs. 8. who will forward it on all right.—(1) Came, 
MAMUGAL, Met Low—showed him sword—was pleased with it, and pronounced it 
useful weapon. “Accept ft, noble warrior,” suid 1. We exchanuged.— (2) Low 
uppointel me chef to the Lrigndes, Deputation of brigudes to Low requiring my 
removal from the post—complain that hulf our men are down with indigestiou—say 
it’s my fault. Indignant—asked Low to taste my kidney puidting—tastel, Low 
down with indigestion—sent fur mc—said I was tvo yood a sublicr for ee f/—made 


THE ELDER CALLS IN A PHYSICIAN. 


me his aide«le-camp.—(3) First day of nide-le-camping, horse bolted with me into 
enemy's stronghold. Horse shot under me,—(4) Hand-to-hamd combat wilt 
Chitralite, who I desperately wounded —heard since it was Umra—self escaped with 
a few scratches, Low still down with iudtigestion, and snggested TE sheuhl tke 
command—blushed, aud accepted,— (5) Had portrait taken 3 Conmmander-in- 
Chief of the Chitral Campaign by War Artist of London paper. Portrait furwardel 
te Shoe Line—stick point of umbrella through it a few times—lescribe as bullet 
marks, and place in window. Low better—Sloper'’s Pills—able to take commit 
with self— pushed forwant brigades on Chitral—Chitral fallen, Self took, unaidet, 
Ura prisoners —made K.C.B, Low undertook responsibility of making Government 
Fraut to me of £5,00U per annum—tirst year to be paid in advance ou my return, oo 
xem at once whut you have in your pocket to Mrs, S.—will repay you with 50 yur 
cent, interest when I get back—straight. (The Sub-Assistant Deputy-Treasurer-ti- 
Chicf having only enough for his fare buck home, borrowed what he could of the ofive 
boy, and hastened to Mildew Court to offer his congratulations and the office bug's dete 
lot to Mrs, Sloper, Giving a timid knock at the duor of the house of the great man, te 
door was upened as far as the chain would allow, and a nose protruded itself, “SLOPE 

yasped the 8.-A. D.-T-in-C. and sank an inanimate mass over the scraper, He had sainted ') 


(1) There contd be no donbt of it the Elder was of colour." “The delicions trembles again,” ernelly said 


the Laird. And so it came to pass that Dr. Fergusson was sent for, 


“T'm aye thinkin’ o' mu latter end.” © Unco’ uppropriat,” growled Fergusson,“ Stand up, Elder.” 


| —— 


“ Doctor, doctor!" proaned the Ehler, 
through space.” 


(2) “TH mak a pimply-nosed seraph o° ye, McNab,” panted the Doctor, as he appliel with 
vivour and unetion the lucal cure for melancholia, aud the wasted form of the Elder ditted 


(2) “Doctor, Tm muckle vee 
but still thochts of mea latter cu 
keep runnin’ thro’ ma hel 


Tntsat thee 
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CeB6ire ort lhiKe -olal “Dole 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hullo! hallo! hullot Likewise Hi! hi! hi! and Walk up! walk up! walk up! This way, 
my noble friends and patrons, for the only show in the fair, and just about to commence. Don’t be 
Irightened at the crowd ; there’s room for all of you inside, and plenty to spare. There you are, 
the doors are ea now. Quietly does it, and you'll all get a first-rate seat—A change of 
porrera, et would appear, deeery badly wanted here :—On, on aur little forces press, Still mecting 


NO REST FOR 


“Say, Jim, stop and look at this ‘ere bloke in the picture,” 
“Can't, I'm getting wet, and he ain't.” 


THE VERY “RECENTEST.” 
__ Avot Kecia, Gracions, Mand, what have you had those enrions 


k velvet put upon your skirt for ? 

in hisieeel t you see the idea, auntie 2? George won't let me 

bie weg costume in the street, so Pve hal my dresses 
is Lo look as munch like it as Pussible—sce ? 


Vand. Dow 
“Oh, Alfred's very good, he gives me all Task.” 


with deserved success:—The final tie ia ad and won, And now with football we have done :— 
The bogus worker's rather gay, On what he ahriatens Labour Day :— Theres of peace will not, 
tis found, Approval met with all around :—The Guildhall Loan Collection, you May like to learn 
sa now on view :—Each side the vict'ry claim, I find, Well, aa it's over, never mind :—Wondertul 
show for the money, isn’t it. See you all again next week ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


THE WICKED. 


STOCFID! 


“Our Maria Ann" speaks with scorn to“ Little Billee.” What 
yer s’'y—ts farver come home yet? What cher FINK? Ain't I 
’ the beer in the BIG JUG? Werry well, then. 


Recent discovery of a fine portrait by Kiminbract, Observe 
the brilliant effect of light on the boko. 


“ And he lives on the rest ?" 
fellow; but Pm afraid there isn't much rest.” 


“Yes, poor 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—S— 


Iv there is one month to which A. SLOPER looks forward 
more than another it is, undoubtedly, May, It is so pure, so 
innocent, so lamb- 
like, so typical of 
himself in fact. 
The budlets of May 
as we all know 
are developed by 
the showers of 
April. In such like 
manner is the 
blossom on A. 
SLOPER'S nose de- 
veloped by showers 
of “ Cnusweetened,.” 
A. SLOPER there- 
fore greets the first 
of May with en- 
thusiasin. 

ss 


2 

Tne Aged-Worn 
Structure has this 
day conferred the 
“ Award of Merit” 
upon J. Marsu, 
because he's the 
President of the 
“Cardiff Snuf- 
Jere.” “ Feyther,” 
coved the Ceru- 
lenn-Orbed 
Sneezer, “this ‘ere 
Snuffers’ Club 
sects to bea testive surt o show, don't it! Puts mein mind of the 
Rumfouzlers’, as you honour wiv yer patronage. I should certainly 
look up Mr. M., next time you're iu Cardiff, feyther; you might be 
made a honary Snuffer yourself.” And the Agéd concurred, and 
father and sou took a huge pinch of scented Scotch u-piece in 
honour of the new F.O,S. °° 


VisiTors to Bournemouth in doubt as to where to put up, 
should make the best of their way to “Southcliffe,” the delightful 
and conveniently-situated pension, presided over by Dr. E. p. 
Philpots, who for many years successfully carried on Bourne Hall, 
with which, however, he entirely severed his connection in ‘93. 
Those visiting “Southcliffe” may rely upon every luxury, comfort, 
and convenience at quite moderate terms, considering the numerous 


advantages of Dr. Philpot’s establishment. 
ss 


s 

EAsTROuRNE celebrated its carnival in lovely weather, and its 
Battle of Flowers, though perhaps not quite up to the sort of thing 
they turn onat Nice, was, all 
the same, a delightfully 
»rettv and interesting affair. 
Seauty, of course, was 
strongly represented, and if 
the dainty little darling who 
so persistently hurled floral 
tributes in the direction of 
the Eminent will address 
him in confidence at 99, the 
Mildewed —but stay, Mrs. 
S. may chance to drop across 

this paragraph, 


ae 
PEACEat last. The favour- 
ite song in Japan is now 
“ Cock-a-doodle-do,” whilst 
they have abandoned rit 
stews for humble pie in the 
land of the pig-tail. 


s 

THE Right Honourable 
Arthur Wellesley Peel has 
got his Viscountcy of course, 
und there is no one whocan 
truthfully say it is not de- 
served. What we want to 
know, however, is when 
some proper recognition of 
A, SLOPER’S signal services 
to his country are going to 
meet with their reward ? 


s 
AMERICA cliims to have made a record in railway Spicer & 
It is coolly asserted that a train between Philadelphia and Atlantic 
City covered fifty-eight and a half miles in forty-Aee seconds. Of 
course our readers will understand that it was American time, not 
Greenwich. ee 
s 


Our genial cousins of the West Indies have had some of the 
conceit knocked out of them by our team of English cricketers. 
Out of sixtecn matches our fellow-countrymen only lost four. 
Who will dare say now that, so far as cricket is concerned, 
England is not head aud shoulders above any other country ? 

8 
& 

ACCORDING to our fair contemporary the Qucen, thirty pounds 
a week is as much as an actress can expect to make in legitimate 
drama. Fancy, now. and a girl like Tootsie has to be content with 
a beggarly thirty bob. It’s monstrous, 


s 

IN spite of the fact that the new piece at the Comedy Theatre 
has been adapted from the great Sardou’s celebrated play, the 
; British public have not 

necepted it with that avid- 
ity with which effusions 
from this source are 
generally greeted. Delia 
be, and 


Comyns_ Carr. le un- 
doubtedly has done all 
that an edaptes could be 
expected todo forthegood 
of the piece, but without 
avail. We are 
therefore, that the gen 
manager will have to 
make yet another attempt 
to curry public favour. 


s 

THEY have got an 
omnibus strike on in the 
French capital just now, 
und we can't help feeling 
sorry for the Parisians, 
for did we not experi- 
euce all the inconveni- 
ences of a similar atfair 
some years ago. The 
French drivers assert that they are a match for their masters, 
and have full contidence of winning. Well, well, one naturally 
expects matches to strike, but this variety evidently don't do so 


on the bez. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


By apecial request, A. SLOPER was present at the Grand Music- 
hall, Clapham Junction, ou the evening of Thursday Inst. To say 
that the entertainment was Al, cop- 
per-bottomed, at Lloyd's, would be 
small praise. It was indeed immense. 
Everything savoured of the first- 
class, and it is a long time since we 
remember seeing Charles Coborn to 
better advantage than at this Hall. 


\ 
A 
f. “ 


s 

WE have missed a treat. The 
West-ninster Budget has only just 
out us up to what we have Jost. The 
Presidesit of the Grand Council of 
the Chiefs of Canada has been staying 
in England, but, like the young lady 
of the popular ballad, has now “ ere 
back,” though whether with » 
naughty little twinkle in his eye we 
have no information, The gentle- 
man's name is Oronhyatekha. We 
would like to have gazed upon 
man with a name like that; to have 
shaken him by the hand and ass' 
him of our sympathy, 


s 

A RE-OCCURRENCE of the earth- 
quakes abroad ia predicted by those 
who profess to know, A, SLOPER 
was, one night last week, for a few 
moments under the impression that 
England had been visited with n 
shock. But it was only the long- 
suffering Mrs. 8. giving him what 
for with the copper-stick when he came home in his usual sher- 
betty state. *¢ 


SoME interesting particulars respecting cuckoos appeared last 
week in a contemporary. Still more acceptable, however, would 
be an article dealing with Larks /—the greatest, the most marvellous 
ha'penny comic paper ever given to the world. 


DANCING is undoubtedly becoming a fine art in the country. 
One well-known London tutor alone is making about eight 
thousand pounds a year. Most of her pupils are members of the 
aristocracy. Mrs. Sloper is seriously thinking of starting a dancing 
wademy in Battersea, os 

s 


A LARGE carpet retailer in. London informs us that, for fitting 
carpets, etc.,a woman is a long way aeperaoe toa man. To the 
weary husband who has long » in the habit of laying all the 
carpets in his new domicile, this will, indeed, be good news, Asa 
rule, carpet-laving is his abomination. Let the-womenfolk lay the 
carpets by all means, *,* 

FoorBAtt is done with for the season. Away with the goal 
posts and the boundary flags, and bring forth the stumps, the bails, 
the bat, and the 
oo and gloves 
in their stead. 
Cricket, glorious 
cricket, the king, 
the all - powerful 
monarch of a 

games, has ... 
commenced, and 
in a few short i 
weeks now we\- ‘\ 
shall be in the << 
thick of the inter- 
esting struggle for 
supremacy amon 
the counties, an 
eagerly following 
the achievements 
of their respective 
champions with 
bat and leather. 
the 


learn 
that the Mildew 
Court Club and 
Ground plays its 
first engagement 
next Saturday at 
Battersea, 


ean 


AN individual with more tithe at his diaposal than sense, after 
going through a large directory. informs ux that although there are 
about two thousand Smiths in the k, there are only about 
twelve Slopers, He wants to know the reason, which we proceed 
to give in the following words: Although there are upwards of 
thirty thousand people in England, there are only twenty or thirty 
seniuses, If the person in question has only the minimum of 

rains, he will be able to interpret the answer. 


o s 
WE understand that upwards of forty-five thousand people were 
present at the final tie for the football cup at the Crystal Palace on 
the afternoon of Saturday week. Large ns this number may seem, 
it is often exceeded when A. SLOPER takes his annual bath in the 
Serpentine, during the month of June. 


MUSIC-HALLISTS generally willdo wellto per a visit to the Tivoli. 
The programme which is at present being disc isa mammoth 
one, and will take a considerable lot of beating. 


s 

WITH the advent of May, that great and glorious institution, the 
korn Academy of Arts, throws open its portals and invites the 
public to come and 
pay their bobs and 
gaze upon the artis- 
tic masterpieces that 
adorn its wal!s, And 
the public are not 
slow to respond, 
Art loversand other- 
wise flock into the 
galleries and inspect 
this t annual ex- 
hibition of pictures, 
the former from pure 
love of painting, the 
latter from oa sense 
of duty. One must 
confess to at least 
one visit tothe show, 
you know. Much 
disappointment will 
be felt this year, 
however, that the 
name of A. SLOPER 
is not included 
among the exhibi- 
tors. The work of << 
this great artist has =i 
been most shame- 
fully boycotted by 
the Academy clique, 
and no less than six, just think of it! six great works, all of them 
bes the pisnert merit, have been this year rejected by the Hanging 
Jouunittee, 


THIS 


WAY & Ma 


(Saturday, May 4, 1295, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR FOR TAR Werk ENDING May lltu, 1895, 
— * 


Sth May, 1810. — Says Moore this day: “Dined ns 
ehainkans to tke Temple. Joy's dandy dinner of mutton ue 
brought in one by one, ‘like angels’ visits, fow and far betwi.. 
highly amusing, although we were all in a state of starvatio;, 
‘Joy,’ says Bowles, in a kind of reverie, ‘I want—1 want 
‘What do you want, my dear Bowles?’ * D—n it, I want 
thing to eat!'” 


6th May, 1652.—In the Session-record of the Covenant. 
of Dumfries it is written, “ Margaret Davidson, spouse to Jin. 
Sin, ix to be rebuked in sackcloth if she fall into the three sins... 
any of them, of cursing, drunkenness or Sabbath-breaking.” | " 


7th May, 1588.—Lord Burleigh, Chancellor of Cambri... 
this day issued an order “that no scholar do wear any long lick vj 
hair upon his head but that he be Pegi after the manner uf th 
gravest xcholars, under the pain of Ge. 8d.” “ 


Sth May, 1777.—The School for Scandal was first produced 
this night wt Drury Lane. Sheridan said it took him ninety 
years to write it. 


Oth May, 1896.—The Daily Tl nigh this day states that, 
man was charged with bigumy, in a Berlin Court, and that th. 
julge duly explained to him the enormity of the crime, reinindiy> 
him that we were not living in Turkey. His legal and cn. 
al poe knowledge could not Le the matter home to hin, 
und he excused himself on the ground that, as he had not seen his 
wife for four years, he did not consider there was auy harm in 
nurrying a second time. The Public Prosecutor asked that ti. 
defendant should be sentenced to two years’ imprisonment wit), 
hard labour, but the Judge wisely took 2 lenient view of the ca. 
announcing that the boundless stupidity of the prisoner was an 
extenuating circumstance, and therefore he would only sentence 
him to imprisonment for one year and a half, 


10th May, 1671.—Evelyn this day spenks of meeti 
notorious Colunel Blood, oS dlaner “The man had Tota 
«laring, but a villai unmerciful look ; 9 false countenanc:. 
but very well-spoken and dangerously insinuating.” : 


11th May, 1818.—The Old Coburg, afterwards the “Vie,” v.15 
first opened this day. 


Site. 


_— 


THE REASON WHY. . 


THEY stood beneath the trysting tree ; 
Her eyes with Lb Sharad flashed : 

He turned his back, his heels showed he, 
And headlong home he dashed. 


Next day, asked why, he answered low : 
* Your eyes did lightnings flash ; 

And to stand beneath a tree, you know, 
When lightning comes, is rash |” 


eee 


CLARISSA THE CALCULATING. 


WHEN Charlie Bottenhopper had asked her to be his, all his 
on the Saturday evening, she'd made the usual protest about the 
suddenness of his declaration and asked for a week in which to 
consider. That week—after seeming a Polar year to the amorous 
young swain—had now rolled by, and he'd called, all expectancy 
and Neapolitan violets, to hear his fate. 

“1 will be frank with you, Mr, Betienhoweer n the cool, 
calculating fair one; and frank she was. “ willl nt mit, to start 
with, that I had aspirations a little higher—ahem !—in the social 
scale, I deemed — not unworthy to become the partner of 
some—er—famous literary man, or, at least, some great actor. 
You will quite see, I feel sure, that a head clerk toa tirm of tish- 
= manufacturers ly comes up to this standard. Failinga 
iterary or professional man, my i husband would be, sas, a 
xentleman of private property, and though you have told me that 
you possess 2 pedigree bull-terrier bitch and a litter of pups, that 
is not quite the kind of P rty Imean. As regards the colour of 
your hair and eyes, to all of which I take exception, my objection 
would be minimised by your agreeing to use a dye upon your 
hideous brown hair: Nature should have made a/Z men dark, with 
heavy eyebrows and moustachios. Your eyes, of course, you cant 
help; still Lam not sure whether you would not look more distin- 
guished—more | and less like the “counting-house”—by 
wearing blue glass P teehee Next, with regard to your accom- 

plishments—or, I should rather say, lack of accomplishments. 

You do not golf, you do not ride—eave upon the roof of a plebeian 
omnibus—the only instrument upon which you are proficient is 
one which flesh and blood cannot tolerate—the concertina! You 
will thus see at a glance, Mr. Bottenhopper, how very far short 
you fall of my pictured husband ; how:tremendous the sacritice | 
should be making in bestowing my hand upon you. I don't sy 
that I dislike you. You are interesting enough to have excited my 

ity that you are not taller, handsomer, distinguished—even tread- 
ing the lowest rung of Fame's mighty ladder—but there is that 
terrible vacuity overtopping everything. If you were only perfect 
in one thing—no matter how & ae 
ae surely I shuuld be, Clarissa, were I to continue to press my 
su 

** How so, Charles?” 

“Well, it strikes me I should be a perfect—(if you'll pardon my 
bad French)—a perfect bally blithering idiot !!! F 

With a mocking laugh he crammed on his three-and-ninepenns 
billycock, and as he left the house the air was filled by th: 
hysterical shrieks of the girl, who, in endeavouring not to appe:!! 
tou cheap, had boiled the old iron pot over. 


—————— 


NOT TAKING ANY. 


SHE was a girl who would “never see seven-and-twenty agu. | 
and was literally all soul. She fully realised the importance o! 
being loved in earnest, but eomekow hadn't mannged to hook « 
fish. Manv a younger girl would have turned up her nose at youns 
Scuddsmith, but Aer case was desperate. To make matters wort 
Scuddsmith was obdurate, 

“I think I shall call you the man with the heart of marble, Mr. 
Scuddsinith,” she said, “ or else it is that you are a born cynic. 

“Think 80?” said Scuddsmith. is 

“Ido. Do you mean to tell me that in the whole of your lit: 

ou have never met the woman whose touch thrilled your le 


t 

: “Ko, I don't. I have met her, and experienced just tho~ 
feelin, seh 

Tel _ all about it,” and her great liquid eyes shone wit* 
new lig : . 

“Certainly. She was one o' these ‘lady barbers,’ and | deut 
think she understood how to strop a razor oA er 2 othpil 

With a loud crash (quite distinct from the dull, sickening (10 
generally used upon these occasions) the girl fell athwart the ane 
und-elevenpenny lacquered table wrought by the conquer a 
China ; she was a ready awooner. Whilst young Mr. Seuddstn 
went out and took something to relieve “ that tired feelinz. 


[wemsi 


—_o——_—_— 
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CYCLIST - HIGHWAYMEN. 
Atn—" Bonny Black Bess.” 
“The Cycling Highwayman is the latest development of civilisation.) 


“ Hurran for the 
Road!" = was 
aforetime the 


cry, 

When Turpin and 
Co. on their 
steeda fast 
would fly. 

Black Bess was 
his idol—there 
ne’er was her 


But we work our 
lay on the 
sree f Bright 
Bike 


“Hurrah for the 
Road!” we 
still cry with 
much fire 

(When it isn't too 
rough for our 
pneumatic 


Te). 

All helpless old 
victims with 
terror we 

strike, 

As we bound to their side on the Bonny Bright Bike. 


“fo! stand and deliver!” we valiantly cry 

(That is, ifa Robby’s not anywhere nigh), 

“ Your cash and your trinkets,” we bravely chi-ike, 
Presenting firearms from our Bonny Bright Bike ! 


Then ere they recover we slope with full speed, 
With never a care for our go-ahead steed, 

With no need to palter at pub. or at ‘pike, 

Truc Knights of the Road are we Boys of the Bike. 


_—-——— 


A SURPRISER, 


Youne Mr. Mydellton lay back iu his lounge chair smoking 
hard and thiakitng harder. And the harder he smoked and the 
nore he thought, the less he liked the aspect of the particular 
uestion he was pondering over. In order, however, that the 
ntelligent reader may thoroughly grasp the situation, it may be as 
«ll to enter briefly into the circumstances which had clouded my 
ero'’s usually placid brow, There was a woman at the bottom of 
t, of course; no less a personage, in fact, than the young and 
‘autiful Mrs. Hugh Mydellton herself. For sume long time past, 
early a year in fact, the husband of that fascinating Indy had felt 
trifle ‘uneasy with regard to the behav our of his benu- 
iful bride, There 

ittle 


at had ap- 
wired innocent 
nough at the time, 
wut viewed now in 
he strong light of & 
uspicion, assumed \; 
uite  portentous 
proportions, He 
ad wondered not 
litte that his wife 


ord so many expen. 
ive luxuries out of 
somewhat 
nodest allowance he mide her. but it had been a shock to him 
» discover that she was actually possessed of a private soaking 

e 


g, down a 
rs. 

and a lady entered. 
isa client whom I—but 


spouse. 

———— ees 

BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 

No. 34.—THE Loap or Hay GIRL. 

A YOUNG commercial 
trav'ler told, 


The following tale to me: 
“Tam reckoned worth my 


: weight in gold 

f By my master's firm,” 
\ said he, 

; “ Except—except——” (and 
: here there crept 


’ Across his face a frown), 
. “When by the fine Great 
: Western line 

I'm booked to leave the 

town! 


“If out of Paddington I'm 
bound 
At 9 A.M. to travel, 
It sets my masters howling 
tound— [cavil— 
It makes them storm and 
It rouses them to wo 


profanc— 
When news is brought to 


= them 
That I catch no Padding- 
tonian train 

Till 3 or 4 P.a1.1” 


“ Nay, how enn this be thus?" I cried. 
And the young commercial spake : 
“Ere out of town by train 1 glide, 
A drink 1 alwaya take. 
And (for that purpose) whensoc'er 
At the Load of Hay I call, 
By the bonnie lass who serves me there 
1 am held six hours in thrall!" 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—2— 


110 HiGH STREET, CAMDEN Tows, N.W,, 
April 16th, 1895. 

DEAR ALLY,—Pray do not measure the extent of my a ‘in- 
tion of the crowning honour you have conferred upon me by the 
laxity which has shown itself in not acknowledging it before. The 
fact is, since the auspicious day of the Bestowal there has been no 
getting near me, | have been so eaten up with conceit ; and as for 
re ink and paper, they have been far beneath the dignity of an 

.O.8. But pride must have a fall some day, and, accordingly, this 
day I do descend to earth again, and thank the founder of the feast 
for his graciousnexs. May his shadow never grow less, and mine 
not swell to too large dimensions, under the circumstances, 

Yours, G,. ALLAN Brockmas, F.O.8. 


———— 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 2).—BILBERRY CLAVERHOUSE SLOPER. 
Born, 1616. Shot asa Spy, 1648, 

BILBERRY CLAVERHOUSE came into his little bit of splosh at 
a somewhat troubloua time, Already the political horizon was 
darkened by rapidly-growing clouds ; the mutterings of the storm 
which was 20 soon to burst might already be heard, and Bilberry 
Claverhouse would have been well advised had he devoted himself 
solely to looking after nis estate and improving the condition of 
his tenantry. But he was « pig-headed, meddlesome sort 
of fellow, who would have made an ideal County Coun. 
cillor to-day ; and he would shove his nose into Parliamentary 
affairs, without being able to render the slightest assistance to any 
faction. Nobody wanted his interference, but he would do it out 
of sheer cussedness, more or les«, though not, perhaps, without a 
faint idea of dropping in for some fat appointment or other. 

Bilberry Claverhouse made himself a sufficiently objection- 
able figure by the time the King’s rupture with the Parliament 
mued the long-threatened storm to burst. He had fooled around 
to such an extent that there was absolutely no dependence to be 
placed = him, and no one knew from day to Bint cause 

e would espouse. The fact of the matter was Bilberry was ina 
bit of difficulty himself, now things had at length reached a crisis. 
Hesitation was dangerous, yet for the life of him he couldn't make 
up his mind whether to throw in his lot with the King or the 
Parliament. He didn't care two pins which came off best himself. 
all he was anxious about was to be on the winning side. 

Charles's victory at Edgehill, however, decided him, and without 
further loss of time, he marched with twenty picked men-at-arms 
and took under the Royal standard; the subsequent 
victories at Stratton, Landsdown, and Atherton Moor confirming 
his al nce. When, however, Cromwell's Ironsides began to 
make things hum a bit, Bilberry Claverhouse commenced to get a 
little funky. Two decisive defeats were enough for him, and 
without further ado he shaved his head and marched into the 
opposite camp. Before. however, he had time to announce hia 
intentions, he was seized by a ne ety pe as a spy, and 
conveyed prisoner to the Roundhead Chief, who, despite his 
protestations and entreaties for mercy, at once ordered him to be 
shot. The sentence was duly carried out the following morning, 
and thus perished Bilberry Claverhouse, a victim to his own 
traitorous prosijivities. 


(Ze be continued next week.) 
eS 
MY MOTHER'S HEART. 


LoxcG ago, when a tiny child, 
1 was often inclined to be 
Wickedly wayward, wilfully wild ; 
But each night, at my mother's knee, 
1 heard my mother a prayer upraise, 
And my conscience would sting and smart ; 
“God save my child from all sinful ways, 
Lest she break her poor mother's heart!” 


The years passed on, and my teens 1 gained : 
And oft on my mother's cheeks 

The tear-droys rained, when her soul was pained 
By my thoughtless and foolish freaks. 

And she chid me with sorrow, but not with 

wrath, 

And to Heaven did her prayer impart ; 

“God keep my daughter from sin's clark path, 
Lest she break her poor mother’s heart!” 


The years passed on, and my mother sped 
In peace from the world and me: 

And, myself, I now fondle a girl-child’s head, 
As she kneels by her mother's knee. 

And somehow—somehow—I've aye been kept 
From performing a sinful part 

By the fear, lest (e'en while she her death-slcep 


slept 
I might break my poor mother's heart ! 
Coenen 


A TWO-SIDED WITTICISM. 

It was n brave—nye, more, a deucedly hungry—soldier of the 
line and he was on his way to “ten” with the cookie of his choice. 
Some there are who take their loves gifts of gold and precious 
stones, others fragrant blossoms or sweet-scented posies. Tommy 
felt the necessity of taking something, but the exchequer was 
mighty low. With the idea of looking over the wares most suited 
to his purse he turned into a little chandlery shop. Maybe a 
“quarter” of boiled bacon, or a sixpenny box of sardines, or even 
a pair of Rippers would do the trick. 

“And what for you, corporal?” asked the chandler, with a dis- 
position to be merry. é 

“Oh, I dunno—how much is these red ‘errin's 2" replied Tommy, 
laying his hand upon a box. 

“We don't call them herrin’s, we call ‘em soldiers,” said the 
shopkeeper with a facetious chuckle. 

“ But they're ‘errin’s.” 

“ We call ‘em soldiers.” persisted the tradesman, who thought he 
got the redcuat cornered. : 

“If that’s the case, then,” said Atkins, assuming 1 military 
severity, “I arrest these two ns deserters from berricks |” 

He gathered a couple of the golden-brown fish, and, wheeling 
round to the right-about marched out of the shop, whilst the 
grocer, who didn’t like to own he'd been done changed the ticket 
on the threepenny-halfpenny sultanas to one for fourpence. 


LIKE CURES LIKE. 

“PREVENTION is better than cure.” murmured Mr. Bossdoser, 
and stepping over to the handy-closet he took down a bottle and 
poured out n wine-glass of influenza take-it-in-time specific. Just 
as he'd bolted it, with a slight shiver, Mrs. B. entered the 


room. 

“M'rin,” remarked B., “I fancy thia stufl’s got stale or some- 
thing ; just smell it.” 

“ What leather-hended idiots you men are!” ejaculated the dame 
as she removed her organ of smell from the bottle neck. “Why, 
this is Edith's brown-boot polish.” : 

“Dammit!” roared B., “and I've been taking a tablespoonful 
every three hours since lust Sunday !” ; 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Wovutp the first edition of the Leather Jrades’ Gazette be 
necessarily somewhat of a /ast edition? 
Mr. Batrour's Elixir of Life: “Goff "—elixir. 
“ Mies BRADDON'S Novels!" said SLOPER, reading a book-stall 
Negeed,, “I never will. so long us I've a chance of getting one of 
em | 


13 
AUNT MACPHERSON’S MONEY. 


—— 


CHAPTER IX. 


It was a brief paragraph that had aroused Sandy's remarks. It 
merely stated that a telegram had reached London stating that the 
Sokdado silver mine had 
been closed, the lode 
having failed, and fin- 
ished up with the re- 
mark, “We believe that 


Count Flautant, the 
well-known financier, is 
the owner of a two- 
third’s share of the 
mine, 

“It's a facer for 
Flautant,” said Jack 
Morton. 


“It’s a facer for 
mair than him,” said 
Sandy. 

“Of course, yes, there 
will be other share. 
holders—some, perhaps, 
who will be little able 
to afford to lose their 
only source of in- 
come. 

“ An’ yoursel’?” said 

Sandy. 
* fh, myself. Why, 1 
am young and strong, 
and I hope I won't 
starve.” 

“And yer wife?” said 
Sandy, with almost 
sneer, “I've never 
heard her blasphemin’ 
the usefu’ siller that never did onybody ony harm.” 

“No, I daresay not. She doesn’t swear much. | am afraid 
it will be a serious matter in her eyes,” said Jack. “She has 
been accustomed to comfort, if not luxury, all her ‘, 
am afraid that all I will have to offer her, for a time at lenst, 
will be a serious change from these quarters, for. of course, 
we shall have to clear out of here ax soon as possible; we 

etad' te & ' hae blisl rae i 
can't a up such an establishment now that thin, 
have turned out like this.” 

“That's just what 1 was wanting to impress upon ye,” said 
Sandy. “ Siller’s the root o’ a’ evil. dootless, but it can don power 
o’ guid when it is rightly used. Besides, never curse siller when 
it's in company shares, When ye do ye're cursin’ ither folks 
money—mine, for in- 
stance |" 

“ Your money?” said 
Jack. 

“Ave, my money. I 
had fifty-five thousand 
pounds jn that mine. 


A brief paragraph. 


” 


ust as you and your 
wife had forty-five 
thousand.” 

“1 never knew.” 

“To gave my sister— 
your wife's aunt—the 
share she held, and she 
left it to you two. 
Weel, weel, it's a’ awa’,” 
said Sandy, relapsing 
into Scotch, “an’ least 
snid’s sunext = mendit. 
You'll no’ be getting 
mony bran bonnets 
noon, Im thinking,” 
said Sandy to Mra. Mor- 
ton, ns she entered the 
apartinent. 

“Indeed,” said Mra. 
Morton, “1! don’t think 
I've been very extrava- 
gant in that way.” 

“Weel, weel, it's —’ 

“Stop!” said Jack, 
as he turned to his wife, 
You must prepare yourself fur very 


“Bad news,” 


“Jet me tell her, please. 
bad news.” 
“ Bad news?” 
“Yex, bad news.” 
“What has happened?” said Milly. 
“It's about moncy,” returned Jack ; “the fortune left by your 
aunt—”" 
“Well.” 
“It is lost.” 
“What do rou say?" 
5 Lost—all lost, without a hope of regaining it.” 
t ” 


“ Irretrievably.” 

“Lost! Then our marriage haa heen useless. Would to 
Heaven it had been lost ere we had been married!" said Mrs. 
Morton. 

“Amen to that,” said 
Jack, “for then I would 
have been free——" 

“Free to marry ano- 
ther?" 

“No, but free to have 
won you, asa woman likes 
to be won for herself, and 
not because her marriage 
had been arranged for by 
another.” 

“Jack !" 

“Stop, Milly, do not 
speak hastily. I loved 
you—have always loved 
you. 1 did not know how 
much I loved you till I 
had married you, and then 
that cursed money always 
came between us. and | 
know you hated me.” 

“Jack!” 

“Stop. UT would have 
won you had FT had a 
chance. Now that the 
money is lost Tomoy win 


you Fe. 

“Jack, I have been a 
fool. L have always loved 
you—even before we were 
married. If the loss of 
that hateful money brings 
us together, the loss is a 
diessing.” 

Jack drew his wife fondly towards him and kissed her 
devotedly, 

“Humph,” esnid Sands, with a queer look about his eves ns he 
left the roum to the husband and wife newly united, “humph, twa 
silly fools ; dinna ken their ain minds, 1 ken mine, though, Auld 
as [ wn, I'm gaun to Mexico.’ 


(Zo be continued next week.) 


Kissed her. 


144 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 375.—Mn. JACK STAVORDALE, F.O.S, 


“Ft has been with the greatest difficulty that we have 
obtained any information concerning the hero of the Gallery 
this week, and indeed, were it not for the fact that he is much 
in evidence now, and in great demand at all ‘ Bohemian? 
functions, we shoul almost doubt if he were ever born at all. 
However, we have diseovered that his ability as a musician was 
developed very y,and it is recorded that, instead of his nurse 
putting him to sleep, he used to get her off instead, but not with 
the banjo, the jew's harp being his favourite instrument at that 
time. Jnis cureer up to within the last few years is somewhat 
buried in otrenrity, and it is generally believed it was during this 
yeried that he perfected himself in the banjo, as he disappeared 
most mysteriously liking the profession which had been 
chosen for him —that of a temperance preacher, Owing to his 
pkill asa bontest. and because he instituted a banjo quartette, 
he was crested F.O.8,and the stoper 4 wird of Merit’ presented 
ty him March tth, 1805." — Debrece duyyroverd. 


“Say, Auntle Ada, what a lovely arm you've gat. Weoa't 
you take us out for a row?” 


A GLOW-WORM. 


“Now, then, Guzzies, ole man, come long of us!” “But I 
wantsh ‘nother gargle!" “No time—it's pitch dark, and we 
must have your nose to light us to the sta! re 


ABSENT-MINDEDNESS AT A “MATINEE.” 


“Lucky I've set my praning scissors,” said oll Budleigh, 
“these bushes want cutting badly.” 


(Well, he was such an enthusiastic gardener, and really 
those new spring hats— 
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“T'm afraid I sha'n't be able to keep that new parlour. 
maid, Dick.” “Why, not, dear 7" “ All my clothes tit 
her too well.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
A WINNING HIT. 


(Saturday, May 4, teas, 


YEARS AFTER. 

“Darling, in our swecthearting days I always jai 
your very last love-letter under my pillow.” “M've 
dear, I usud tu go to sleep over yours, too, I remeniber,” 


Dick, Yes, 1 must confess that it was chiefly through me that we won the cricket match. 
Grace, But you were not playing, you were ouly scoring. 
Dick, That's exactly why we wou, 


Sie 
More oud fish from the Mildew Court 


Aquarium. 


TANCES. No. 5.—THE PLOT DIVULGER. 


x 


HM 


The old lady in the stalls at the theatre, who, having seen the piece six times before, describes to her friend everything that is 
going to happen on the stage, to the intense disgust of cveryone arvund her, 


A GCOD REASON. 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


A PAIR OF CRITICS. 


a 


Poor chap, his numerous rebnffs hal at 
last tak 


F ’ 
“Do von net think the charming Mrs, SInggins bets 
birvulear in her acting 2° Oh,dear, ne. eortaiy T i 
consider her the most supremely vulgar actress Wt erga 
but we muetn't mies the hist act.” 


the pluck ont of him, and ie 

wlf put his heart into the proposal, 
he thought he wasn’t sincere over it, 
Awl once again Billy missed his chance, 
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